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preferred to dry the tears and to heal the wounds,
making himself loved and blessed. But it was too
late. The untiring warrior became peaceable when
peace was no longer possible. There was no other
solution than bloodshed, and always more bloodshed.
He who had taken the sword was to perish by the
sword. Meanwhile his eyes, still full of gloomy
visions, which had gazed on burning Moscow, on the
snowfields of Russia, the struggle on the Elster bridge,
were resting gently on the fair head of the boy who
looked like an angel. His ears, so long fatigued by
the roar of shells and muskets, now found delight in
listening to the first stammering words of infancy.
He, sated with glory, tired of all the grandeur and
the misery of the world, sick of the smell of incense,
already suspected that after all their adulation, his
courtiers would hurl mud in his face, and depressed
by all this ingratitude, apostasy, and treachery, he
became disgusted with human nature, and found his
only pleasure in the contemplation of innocence.

The King of Rome was nearly three years old. His
charming disposition and his precocious intelligence
were much admired. Madame de Montesquiou, his
governess, said that he was " proud and sensitive."
"Proud and sensitive," repeated Napoleon; "that
is very well. That is the way I like to have him."
Amid the numberless cares besieging him during the
troubled days preceding the fatal campaign of 1814,
the Emperor, in spite of the manifold afflictions that
tormented him, found time to play with his son*